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The Hickory 
Heart 


by WILLIAM CORCORAN 


Jim Bentley didn’t have a chance up against the Jorgans, and everyone knew it 
Tamburlaine Tolliver saw a way in which the Jorgans could be tricked. 


TAMBURLAINE TOLLIVER, like a sardonic and slightly grim 
old owl, was settled in his favorite perch, the tall chair behind the 
post office desk, when the fugitive came sloping quietly into the 
spacious cow-country general store. 

Sloping is the word: neither furtive nor fierce, yet somehow 
gentle and dangerous as a jungle cat. Hair-trigger nerve - and 
trouble. 

Old Tamburlaine watched him narrowly with the acute insight 
of long desert years. Any trouble walking in Tamburlaine 
settlement was bound to be his special concern at any time. It 
was most particularly so today. Trouble was already abroad 
today, bad trouble; and like ill news, it had a way of coming in 
bunches. 

The stranger, after one gimlet-eyed glance about the store, slid 
into a seat at the restaurant counter. It was mid-afternoon, hot 

Copyright 1940 by the Flank A. Munsey Company for ARGOSY, 
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leave the country right this minute, safe and alive. No matter 
what he gave up.” 

“He’d be giving you up, for one thing.” 

“Me? Why? I’m no Indian giver. He has my promise. He’d need 
only lift a finger, and I’d go with him.” 

“I know that,” he sighed. “But Jim Bentley’s not that kind of 
man, Julie. He’d never run away, and you with him. What he has, 
he’s earned, and that includes you; and what he holds, he’ll fight 


“And the Jorgans two to his one!” she said starkly. “Do you 
know they’re next door at the Stingaree bar this minute, waiting? 
Jim knows they’ll be here. Oh, Tam,” she begged, “do 







He requested coffee of the hired girl, and as he poured sluggish 
condensed milk into a spoon, turned a completely bland and 
innocent regard on the fugitive eating hungrily alongside him. 
“Stranger hereabouts, I reckon,” he told the man. “Travelin’ 
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The man shot a glance through the front window and then 
stared hard at Tamburlaine. “Look here, pardner,” he said with 
tight-lipped intensity of feeling. “Just exactly what’s weighin’ so 
heavy on your mind?” 

“Hell, nothing extra.” Tamburlaine sampled the coffee. 
“Unless maybe the fact that it’s a kind of shame to see a fine 















inclination. 
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asked you to figure what you’d do facin’ unequal odds. I reckon I 
said enough. Now good day and — so help me, good luck!” 

He slid some money on the bar and walked away with a swirl 
of cigar smoke trailing, leaving them standing there like a pair of 
angry and badly confounded statues. 

Tamburlaine Tolliver did nothing whatever of importance in 
the next hour. He went back briefly to his private quarters and 
found motherly, cheerful Mrs. Tolliver tactfully entertaining Julie 
Deering on the little rear veranda. 

Tamburlaine had to contend with several urgent questions. No, 
nothing at all had happened yet. No, he couldn’t say exactly what 
he was expecting to happen. 





THRILLING WESTERN MAGAZINE 








just too late. The fugitive caught the warning, the sudden 
cessation of Brock’s harangue, the ominous silence clapped on 
them both. He was staring steadily, inscrutably at the pair as he 
passed by. 

The Jorgans wordlessly watched his long-limbed stride as the 
fugitive went on up the street. They were still watching when he 
turned aside. In the doorway of the shack with the ambitious sign 
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last drag, dropped the cigarette and stepped on it. They glanced at 
each other. Brock said something. They set out together up the 
street toward the little barber shop. 

Tamburlaine let go an explosive breath and backed from his 
comer. He grabbed up the small collection of supplies selected by 
the fugitive and took them with him through the side door. He 
ran across the stable yard, calling for the hostler. 
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MACHO 

by S. OMAR BARKER 


THIS IS THE STORY of a mule—a mountain mule whose only 
name, besides the names all mules get called, was Macho. If you 
know the lingo of New Mexico you know what that means. It 
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starvation, and grips his victims with the white claws of every 










the white death of starvation was all they had strength enough 
left to fight. 

Somehow the three did survive until spring uncovered a sunny 
slope or two where there still was grass. Here, still shaggy and 
nobby with meatless bones, still too weak to run away from a fat 








and stamping, that sounded like a 
: hippopotamus. 
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cougar crouched behind 
At his movement 
jump . . . two . .. three, 
heels frantically. He fel 

















THE 

SEVENTH SHOT 



EL LOBO NEGRO had promised to kill Buck Harris, and in 
that particular section of southern Arizona down near the 
Mexican border the word of El Lobo Negro—“the Black 
Wolf’-came very near being law. 

It was law on the other side of the Border. The fact that it fell 
short of being law on the Arizona side was due almost entirely to 
the presence of Buck Harris, the big, good-natured owner of the 
Circle H Ranch. Consequently, El Lobo had announced to that 
part of the world in general that he was going to rid himself of 
Harris’ very inconvenient presence. 

He made the announcement in a crudely lettered note that was 
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If El Lobo Negro had any other name the Border country had 
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“Mebbe,” agreed Harris genially. 

“Includin’ black wolves in thet, are yuh. Buck?” asked one of 
the cowboys banteringly. 
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the bar and a companion over by the light switch. The tall, rangy 
outlaw showed his white teeth in a flashing smile at the effect of 
his little bit of drama. 

The smoking gun in El Lobo’s hand was seemingly the 
property of the burly, red-headed individual at the switch, for 
the outlaw leader’s own weapon still swung untouched in a 
holster at his hip. El Lobo beckoned the redhead over to his side 


them as he did it. 

Wise in the ways of gunplay, the players at the { 
rose quietly but hurriedly and drifted toward the dc 
Lash tried to slip carelessly out with them, but he was 
short of the doorway by a sharp command from El Lol 

Though the outlaw leader’s gun was still in its he 
cannily obeyed the order to halt. El Lobo was known 
deadly speed of a striking snake on the draw. The 
poker players slipped on out into the night. The th 
horses’ feet a few seconds later told of their departui 
and safer parts. 
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though sick 


Chuck Lash, 
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down upon their cornered quarry in overwhelming 
















SHEEPHERDER 

by CLIFF WALTERS 


SHEEPMAN JIM OLIVER, tall, gaunt and a little stooped 
from the weight of adversities that had assumed a variety of 
shapes-badland drought, the blight of grasshoppers on alfalfa 
fields, and particularly that April blizzard disaster up on the 
Mesa—hadn’t meant to open the letter addressed to his herder. It 
was just that Jim was too tired, a result of the after-supper trip to 
Paintrock, to notice that he had opened it along with his other 
mail. The letter was from Boston. After Jim had scanned that 
first paragraph, he couldn’t stop reading; even if it had occurred 
to him. It went like this: 

Dear Bob: 

Two weeks ago I answered the only letter you have written 
since you left home. If I said some pretty caustic things, it was 
because you have ignored all the family codes of decency. 
Apparently you subscribe to a Boston paper, and knew when 
Mother and Dad were killed in that car accident, but you didn’t 
so much as write until it occurred to you there would be quite a 
sum of money left. 


Copyright 1939 by The Frank A. Munsey Corporation for ARGOSY, 
August 12; no record of copyright renewal. 
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les of the Wild West. Please wire me when you’re starting. And 
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n the shade of a boulder 









arm bed that night. 
Wyoming. 
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I did more than that. I paid him fifteen dollars for the 
pearl-handled gun he was wearing. I tried to get him to throw in 
the belt and holster, but he wouldn’t do it. Said they were a gift 
from his father. From there I went down to Hyatt’s barn to get 





tchfork up in Hyatt’s hay ] 
' sagebrush. But I did all th 
ly longer I got up, dressed 
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'hile I was resting, a coyote came trailing down a little 
back. When he saw me he stopped and stood there looking. I 
c a shot at him with my new gun. It sounded like the bullet 
juite a long ways from the mark, but I wasn’t discouraged by 
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Brundage was having with a sheepman named Oliver, whose 
e adjoined his. That gave me a jolt, Jim. 


Later that afternoon when the storm cleared, I saw two men 
riding toward the wagon. They were Chris Brundage and the 
heavy-set man who had beaten me last night. I walked to the 
door of the wagon and stood there waiting. The six-shooter was 
in my right hand, but I leaned against the door frame in such a 
way that the gun was out of sight. 

“Hello, Bourbon,” Brundage called. “Oliver left here a while 
ago, didn’t he?” 

“I thought you said this grinning ape was Oliver.” I pointed to 

“A little case of mistaken identity,” Brundage said, and 
smiled. 

“Maybe a little trick,” I said. “Strange, wasn’t it, how this pal 
of yours happened to be right on hand to sell me a gun last 
night?” 

“It worked, didn’t it?” asked the heavy-set man. “And when 
you left town last night you hinted to the bartender that you 







rhurchill money. Tha 
ught—dreamed is a b 

n. I’ll be there by th 
Point and step off int 





Your crooked-nosed friend. 


Bourbon. 

P.S. I’m leaving a couple of five-dollar bills and my watch in 
the cupboard. Keep the old ticker, Jim. And maybe the ten 
dollars will buy a new dress for Dell. Her old brown one has seen 
its best days— 

Those last two paragraphs weren’t easy for Jim to read. A 
silver-blue mist was in his eyes, blurring his world. He nearly fell 
as he left the wagon and mounted his black horse. He rode a fast, 
hopeless mile before horseshoes clinked on the stony surface of 
the point jutting out like the lofty and abrupt stub of a broken 
pier from the north rim of the canyon. He called out one word, 
“Bourbon!” and it echoed strangely like a sob on the acoustics of 
granite walls. 


Scotty, the shaggy intelligent sheep dog that had been 
Bourbon’s companion for six years, was lying, head resting on 
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ped. He thought of Dell, and stopped, 
s the range and saw that a little bunch of 
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e nearest the bow. Two of them turned and went rapidly up 
companionway towards the upper deck and the pilot house, 
other three bunched. 

t the same moment, four more men got u 


ip at the opposite 
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at they figure to do with us? Why didn’t you start some of 
ur tall stuff, Cody?” 

“There was women there,” said Walrus solemnly. 
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which Call-off had left ajar. The voice of the pilot was barely 
aduible, but Call-offs strident tones were clear. 

“Oh, they’re all right. Not a peep out of any of ’em. I tamed 
old Diamond Liz.” He laughed callously. “She’s layin’ on a 





There was a sharp snap, a crackling blue spark, and a tingling 
shock rushed up his arm. 

The eye of the North Star winked out, and she plunged blindly 
on down the treacherous Nyuko. 

Chick heard Call-offs explosive, “What the hell?” But he was 
already dangling in midair by one hand. He let go his hold and 
dropped, landing lightly on his feet in front of the saloon. 

The place was brightly lit and had no visible occupants. He was 
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dimly with the escaping steam whirling through the pipe beside 
him, but there was evident excitement among the pirates on the 
North Star. 

The second noisy outburst ended in choking clucks and 
gurgles, and he heard Call-offs voice, “Is he up above or down 
below? Where in hell did you see him?” 

“He’s up there some place,” returned the voice. 

“Scatter an’ look for him,” directed Call-off. “Don’t let him 
get away. Shoot him on sight.” 

Chick heard his steps coming aft from the pilot house, and the 
steps of another man. 

If he stayed where he was he would be caught between two 
fires. He gave a gulp, and stepped boldly out in Call-offs path. 

Both weapons spoke at once, and the far shores of the river 
reverberated the sound. 

Call-off reeled back across the deck, struck the low rail, and 
pitched headlong overboard. Chick swung round as the othei 
man stepped past the funnel, and another duel flamed out. 


Chick 

clattered 
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>f travelers covered them with stares of derisive enjoyment, 
listorically there was supposed to be something infinitely 
tumorous in their situation. 

“We are due in Yellow Sky at three forty-two,” he said, 
ooking tenderly into her eyes. 

“Oh, are we?” she said, as if she had not been aware of it. To 
ice surprise at her husband’s statement was part of her wifely 
ability. She took from a pocket a little silver watch; and as 
held it before her, and stared at it with a frown of attention, 
new husband’s face shone. 

‘I bought it in San Anton’ from a friend of mine,” he told her 
:fully. 

‘It’s seventeen minutes past twelve,” she said, looking up at 
1 with a kind of shy and clumsy coquetry. A passenger, noting 
i play, grew excessively sardonic, and winked at himself in one 






hour of Yellow Sky—t 


daylight—was approaching. 

He knew full well that his marriage was an important thing to 
his town. It could only be exceeded by the burning of the new 
hotel. His friends could not forgive him. Frequently he had 
reflected on the advisability of telling them by telegraph, but a 
new cowardice had been upon him. He feared to do it. And now 
the train was hurrying him toward a scene of amazement, glee, 
and reproach. He glanced out of the window at the line of haze 
swinging slowly in toward the train. 

Yellow Sky had a kind of brass band, which played painfully, 
to the delight of the populace. He laughed without heart as he 
thought of it. If the citizens could dream of his prospective 
arrival with his bride, they would parade the band at the station 
and escort them, amid cheers and laughing congratulations, to his 
adobe home. 

He resolved that he would use all the devices of speed and 
plainscraft in making the journey from the station to his house. 
Once within that safe citadel, he could issue some sort of vocal 
bulletin, and then not go among the citizens until they had time 
to wear off a little of their enthusiasm. 
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The bride looked anxiously at him. “What’s worrying you. 
Jack?” 

He laughed again. “I’m not worrying, girl; I’m only thinking of 
Yellow Sky.” 

She flushed in comprehension. 

A sense of mutual guilt invaded their minds and developed a 
finer tenderness. They looked at each other with eyes softly 
aglow. But Potter often laughed the same nervous laugh; the 
flush upon the bride’s face seemed quite permanent. 

The traitor to the feelings of Yellow Sky narrowly watched 
the speeding landscape. “We’re nearly there,” he said. 

Presently the porter came and announced the proximity of 



station of Yellow Sky. 

‘They have to take water here,” said Potter, from a 
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room that the drummer was obliged 
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terror when he’s drunk. When he’s sober he’s all right-kind of 
simple-wouldn’t hurt a fly-nicest fellow in town. But when he’s 
drunk—whoo! ” 

There were periods of stillness. “I wish Jack Potter was back 
from San Anton’,” said the barkeeper. “He shot Wilson up 
once—in the leg—and he would sail in and pull out the kinks in 
this thing.” 

Presently they heard from a distance the sound of a shot, 
followed by three wild yowls. It instantly removed a bond from 
the men in the darkened saloon. There was a shuffling of feet. 
They looked at each other. “Here he comes,” they said. 









imething spat the ground directly before it. The dog 
ed, and wheeling in terror, galloped headlong in a new 
>n. Again there was a noise, a whistling, and sand was 
viciously before it. Fearstricken, the dog turned and 
I like an animal in a pen. The man stood laughing, his 
is at his hips. 


by the closed door of 
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front as had the other adobes. Taking up a strategic position, the 
man howled a challenge. But this house regarded him as might a 
great stone god. It gave no sign. After a decent wait, the man 
howled further challenges, mingling with them wonderful 
epithets. 

Presently there came the spectacle of a man churning himself 
into deepest rage over the immobility of a house. He fumed at it 
as the winter wind attacks a prairie cabin in the North. To the 
distance there should have gone the sound of a tumult like the 
fighting of two hundred Mexicans. As necessity bade him, he 
paused for breath or to reload his revolvers. 


Potter and his bride walked sheepishly and with speed. 
Sometimes they laughed together shamefacedly and low. 

“Next comer, dear,” he said finally. 












seen any woman before without keeling over. That was because 
she had an idea, a sudden, passionate idea. 

He had something similar. He glanced at the sun. It was maybe 
half an hour high. 

“I reckon if you got saddled and going, girl,” he said, “you 
might likely meet Jim now on the road along Arroyo Seco.” 

‘That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 

“Bring him straight back here. But don’t forget one thing, 
Julie. Your promise.” 

“Promise, Tam?” 

“I said no talk of my doings today, then or later. There’ll be a 
of wild talk about all this. But I don’t want Jim Bentley 


bellering 







The 

Black Killer 


HOWARD E. MORGAN 
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forty-eight hours. Brice might do it, however; an old-timer, Brice 
was—a skilled woodsman, and a giant in stature, possessing the 
strength and endurance of a bull moose. Also, Atwood knew that 
there was very good reason indeed why Black Jack Brice should 
be following him, just at this time. 

In his capacity as timber cruiser, representing the Great 
Northern Lumber Company, Atwood had, as usual, beaten his 
competitors in securing rights to a valuable tract of timber. The 
Hodgkinson Lumber Company—the Great Northern’s most 
serious rival—had sent three timber cruisers out on the same 
errand—Black Jack Brice and two others. Assured in the 
beginning that they were alone in the field, the Hodgkinson men 
had traveled together and taken their time. 

But Ken Atwood, starting out a week after his rivals, had 
beaten them to their objective. Now, he was returning to Three 
Rivers with an option on the property in question, signed by Joel 
Perkins, the owner. This option was an informal document 
inscribed with a stub of lead pencil on a square of yellow note 
paper in Joel Perkins’ handwriting. The average backwoodsman, 
suspicious of all things bearing a legal atmosphere, will sign no 
printed or typewritten document, containing unfamiliar 
phraseology. 

Black Jack Brice knew—or strongly suspected—the exact 
nature of this document. If it was the usual pencil scrawl, he 
could readily change it; if, by chance, it was a typed or printed 
legal document, it would be necessary for him to seek out Joel 
Perkins, and, after destroying the stolen option, persuade Perkins 
to sign another. 

Although Atwood never before had come to the point of open 
warfare with Black Jack Brice, he knew that the big timber 
cruiser’s reputation was shady at best. It was common knowledge 
that Brice would hesitate at nothing short of murder to attain his 
ends. It almost went without saying, therefore, that, right now, 
Black Jack Brice was exceedingly interested in securing the option 
on Joel Perkins’ valuable timber tract, which option reposed in 
Ken Atwood’s pocket; and that, to gain possession of this 
coveted document, he was prepared to kill. 
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uffering from strychnine poisoning. Just how the 
lave obtained this poison, unless it had been 







For a long minute the dog itself seemed undecided. Then, 
abruptly, its tufted ears lay flat and its bushy tail waved ever so 
slightly from side to side. 

“Well now, what do you think of that? Feelin’ friendly-like, 
eh? Sure enough—step right over and shake hands on it.” 

And, as though understanding exactly what the man had said, 
the big dog approached confidently. But instead of thrusting its 
paw into the proffered hand, it thrust its moist muzzle almost 
roughly against Atwood’s leg. The young timber cruiser drew 
back involuntarily. Then he laughed. 

“Don’t scare me like that again,” he warned. “Doggone, 
thought you was going to take a piece out of my laig.” 

Assured now that the animal’s intentions were 


friendly. 
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id follow it did. That night when Atwood made camp, Mo> 
lack malemute, lay, nose to the little fire, green eyes alen 
new master’s every movement. * ’ ' ' 

in his blankets before the dwin 
le man’s side. As usual, Atwood 

irake, suddenly, in response to < 
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succession, landing flush on the point of his chin, brought Brice 
up, teetering dazedly on his heels. He started to fight then in 
dead earnest. But out of the dozen or more blows aimed at that 
elusive yellow head, not a single one found its mark. 

“Dog killer! You mangy coyote! You low-down skunk!” 

Which low-voiced epithets were accompanied by another 
sledge-hammer blow to the big man’s jaw. Black Jack Brice was 
beginning to wish that he was some place else. His legs shook 











Atwood told 
certainly have 
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companion through those uncertain, troubled days that most 
surely faced him, brought some easement to his harried thoughts. 

Atwood was in familiar country, now. There was but one 
passable trail down through the hills. If time had permitted he 
would have circled widely about, trusting to his greater speed and 










encouragingly. To his astonishment he found the dog at his heels; 
the animal’s roach hair was lifted stiffly about its neck, and a 
rumbling growl came from deep in his throat. 

“Come on now, pup. Just you follow the old man. 
Everything’s all right.” 

But when he started away again, the dog reached out and 
fastened its teeth about his trouser leg just above the knee. 

Gently, but firmly, the beast tugged backward. So gentle but at 

the same time so insistent was that firm tug upon his leg, that 
Atwood stopped without for an instant losing his balance. 

“Now what-?” he began. But the words died in his throat as a 
warning crackling sound came to him. Instantly, Atwood sprang 
backward. At the same instant the dog relinquished its hold on 
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chopped, on the under side, almost in two, and the job hidden by 
mud and bark! 


thoughtful. 1 
happen. Urn 

seeking out Brice and settling things once and for all? 

But a fight would almost certainly end in a killir 
Atwood knew himself well enough to realize that he wc 
Black Jack Brice as readily, and with as little hurt 
conscience, as he would crush a snake under hi 
Nevertheless, something deep within him rebelled at the t 
he couldn’t cut Brice down in cold blood. That was all tli 
to it. Of course, if the black-whiskered devil would onl 


as though 










an instant reality evaded him. He made out, indistinctly, a 
moving shape close at hand. Some inchoate instinct told him to 
avoid that furtive shape. He cried out, involuntarily, and sought 
to struggle to his feet. Too late! Black Jack Brice, clubbed rifle in 
hand, appeared, jinnilike, in the tiny circle of firelight. The 
clubbed gun lifted—and fell with crushing force atop Ken 
Atwood’s head. With a gusty sigh the young timber cruiser 
sprawled back against the boulder. 
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Atwood awoke in response to a persistent tugging at his 








was broken, but it was still 
. Atwood’s hastily constructed 






The dog experienced no difficulty in keeping pace with 
Atwood’s best efforts. So it was that they made exceedingly 
good time; far, far better time, Atwood knew, than Black Jack 
Brice with all his great strength and endurance. 

Even so, however, two days passed without a sight of the 
fugitive. 

“He probably doesn’t suspect for one minute that he’s being 
followed,” Atwood told himself. “But he sure is hustlin’.” 







become undone i 
unmittened hand 























than a human skeleton. Raging with fever, temporarily stone 
blind, he held a half sheet of note paper crumpled in his right 
fist, which fist the combined effort of two strong men failed to 
unlock. 

It was not until an opiate had been administered by the 
lumber company’s physician, that the contents of that frozen bit 
of paper were disclosed. It so happened that the Old Man, 
himself—John Morse, President of the Great Northern Lumber 
Company—sat at Ken Atwood’s side when that crumpled ball of 
paper was disclosed. When he read it, the Old Man, who had 
never been known to show the slightest hint of emotion, wept 
silently. 

When Atwood recovered consciousness for a few moments, his 
first question, after inquiring as to the safety of that precious 
paper, was in regard to Black Jack Brice. 









by BERTON BRALEY 
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All those arrogant old-timers with the bold and steady eyes 
Who would argue with the boss as man to man, 

All those free and independent, devil-take-you sort of guys— 
Try to find ’em in the workings if you can! 

Things are better now, they tell me; life is safer underground. 
And the “labor’s more dependable,” I hear. 

But I loved the kind / worked with—they were great to have 
around, 

For they didn’t even know the name of Fear. 

They would drink with you or fight you, they would risk their 


lives for yours, 

They were roisterers and ruffians now ana then; 
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